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ifcw. Troth my Lord,I hiue played the part of Lady 
Fame, 1 found him heere as melancholy as a Lodge in a 
W arren,I told him,and I thinke,told him true,that your 
grace had got the will of this young Lady, and I offered 
him my company to a willow tree, cither to make him a 
garland,as being forfaken.or to binde him a rod, as be¬ 
ing worthy to be whipt. o 

Pedro, Tobe whipt,what’s his fault ? 

Bene. The flat tranfgreffion of a Schoole-boy, who 
being ouer-ioycd with finding a birds nett, fhcwcs it his 
companion, and he ftcales it. 

Pedro. Wilt thou make a truft, a tranfgreffion ? the 
tranfgreffion is in the dealer. 

'Ben. Yet it had not bccnc amide the rod had beene 
made, and the garland too,for the garland he might haue 
worne himfelfc,and the rod hee might haue beftowed on 
you,who(a$ I take it jhaue ftolnc his bird* ncft. 

Pedro. I will but teach them to fing, and reftorc them 
to the owner. 

Bene. If their finginganfweryour faying,by my faith 
you fay honeftly. 

Pedro. The Lady Beatrice hath a quarrcll to you , the 
Gentleman that daunfi with her, told her fhec is much 
wrong’d by you. 

Bene. O (he mifufdc me paft the indurancc of a block: 
anoakebut with one greene leafeonic, would haue an- 
fwered her: my very vn'or began to affume life.and fcold 
with her: (hee told mee, not thinking I had bcene my 
felfe, that I was the Princes Iefter, and that I wa* duller 
then a great thaw, hudlin- ieft vpon ieft, with fuch im- 
poffible conueiancc vpon me, that 1 flood like a man at a 
marke, with a whole army (hooting at me: (hee fpcakes 
poynyards, and cucry word ftabbcs : if her breath were 
as terrible as terminations, there were qpliuing ncerc 
her, (lie would infedl to the north ftarre : Iwouldnot 
marry her,though (lie were indowcd with all that Adam 
had left him before he tranfgrcft, fhe would haue made 
Hercules haue turnd fpit, ye3, and haue cleft his club to 
make the fire too: come, talkc not of her, you (hall finde 
her the infernall Ate in good apparell. 1 would to God 
fomc fcholler would coniure her,for certainely while flic 
is heere, a man may liuc as quiet in hell,as in a fan&uary, 
and.people finnc vpon purpofc, becaufe they would goe 
thither, lb indeed all difquiet, horror, and perturbation 
followes her. 

Enter Claudio and Beatrice,Leonato, Hero. 

Pedro, Looke heere ibc comes. 

Bene. Will your Grace command mee any feruiceto 
the worlds end ? I will goe on the flighted arrand now 
to the Antypodcs that you can deuifo to fend me on : I 
will fetch you a tooth-picker now from the furtheft inch 
of Afia: bring you the length of Prejler Iohns footifetch 
you a hayre oft' the great ( bams bea'-d: doe you any cm. 
baffage to the Pigmies, rather then hould three words 
conference, with this Harpy : you haue no employment 
for me ? 

Pedro. None,but to defire your good company. 

Bene. O God fir,heercs a difh I loue not,I cannot in- 
dure this Lady tongue. Exit. 

Pedr. Come Lady, come, you haue loft the heart of 
Signior "Benedtcke. 

Beatr. Indeed my Lord, hee lent it me a while, andl 
gaue him vfe for it,a double heart for a fingle one, marry 
once before hewonne it of mee,with falfedice,thereforc 
your Grace may well fay I haue loft it. 
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Beat. So I would not he (hould do me, my T or j , „ 
I (hould prooue the mother of foolcs : 1 haue broi, i? 
v-ount Claudio,vihom you fent me to feeke. $ h * 
Pedro. Why how now Count, wherfore are von r, * 
Claud. Not fad my Lord. Y 

Pedro. How then ? fickc l 
Claud. Neither,my Lord. 

Beat. The Count is neither fad, nor ficke, nor merrv 
nor well: but ciuill Count,ciuill as an Orange,and f 0 J' 
thing of a iealous complexion. 

Pedro, lfaith Lady, I thinke your blazon to be true 
though He be fworne, if hee be lo, his conceit isfalf.l 
heere Claudio, I haue wooed in thy name, and faire her 
is won, I haue broke with her father, and his goodwill 
obtained, name the day of marriage , and God eiu f 
thee ioy. 8 ' 

Leona. Count, take of me my daughter, and with her 
my fortunes : his grace hath made the match,fic.all p U c . 
fay, Amen to it. 6 

Beatr. Speake Count, tis your Qu. 

Claud. Silence is the perfc&eft Herault of ioy, I were 
but little happy ifl could fay, how much ? Lady, a* you 
arc mine, I am yours, I giuc away my fclfc for you, and 
doat vpon the exchange. 

Beat. Speake cofin, or (ifyou cannot) flop his mouth 
with a kific, and let not him fpeake neither. 

Pedro. Infaith Lady you hauea merry heart, 

Beatr. Yea my Lord I thankeit.poore foole itkeepei 
on the windy fide of Carc,my coofin tells him in hii eate 
that he is in my heart. 

Clast. And fo die doth coofin. 

Beat. Good Lord for alliance : thus goes euery one 
to the world but I,and I am fun-burn’d,l may fit in a cot- 
uer and cry, heigh ho for a husband. 

Pedro. Lady Beatrice, I will get you one. 

Beat. I would rather haue one ofyour fathers getting: 
hath your Grace ne’re a brother like you? your father 
got excellent husbands, if a maid could come by them. 
Prince. Will you haue me ? Lady. 

Beat. No,my Lord,vnlefle I might haue anotherfor 
working-daies, your Grace is toocoftly to weare eueric 
day : but I befcech your Grace pardon mce, I was borne 
to fpeake all mirth, and no matter. 

Prince. Your filence moft offends me, and tobemer* 
ry, beft becomes you,for out ofqneftion,you were born 
in a merry howre. 

"Beatr. No fure my Lord, my Mother cried, but then 
there was a ftarre daunft,and vndcr that was 1 borneico- 
fins God giuc you ioy. 

Leonato. Necce,will you looke to thofe things I told 
you of? 

Beat. I cry you mercy Vnde.by your Graces pardon, 

Exit Beatrice, 

‘Prince. By my troth a pleafant fpirited Lady. 

Leon. There’s little of the melancholy element in her 
my Lordjfheisncuer fad,butwhen (hefleepes, andnot 
eucr fad themfor I haue heard my daughter fay,(he hath 
often dreamt of vnhappineffe, and wakt her felfe with 
laughing. 

Pedro. Shee cannot indurc to heare tell of a husband. 
Leonato. O, by no mcancs, (he mocks all her wooers 
out of fuite. 

Prince. She were an excellent wife for Benedick, 
Leonato. O Lord, my Lord, if they were but a weeke 

7 married, 


t/Mucbadoe about U^otbing. 


107 


i ■ - _ - 

^7'^7vvou ld talke themfclues madde. 
married 7 Claudio, when mcaneyou to goe to 
prince* ^ 

chu J ch ’ To morrow my Lord, Time goes on crutches, 

fUoue haue all his rites. ,. . . 

uHL° u “ ‘ jq ot t iH monday, my dearefonne, which is 
•. ft’feuen night.and a time too btiefe too,to haue 

nfwermindc. 

all thin » ComCj you (hake the head at fo long a brea- 
Fr0C J‘ t warrant thee Claudio, the time (hall not goe 
th X vs I will in the interim , vndertake one of Her- 
, VlLs which is, to bring Signior Benedict and the 
* lis „ ’ ce into a mountaine of affedfion, th’one with 

l ?X. r \ would faine haue it a match, and 1’doubt not 
* ° th ffffiion it, if y<> u three wil1 but minif * cr ^ uch 
buc t0 1 (hall siue you dircdlion. 

My Lord, I am for you, though itcoftmee 

tcn nights watchings. 

Clad. And I my 1 ord - 

p . jw to gentle Hero t 

Uero. I will doe any modeft office,my Lord, tohelpc 

"C Benedick}* not the vnhopefuileft husband 
r w, kl i 0 w: thus farre can I praife him,hee is of a noble 
ftraine ofapproued valour,and confirm’d honefty.I wi 
feach vou how to humour your cofin, that (hee (hall fa 
n loue with Betiedicke, and I, with your two helpes,w.ll 
Ljaflife on Benedtcke , that in defpight of his quickc 
w,t and his queafie ftomacke,hee (hall tall in loue with 
Beatrice: if wee can doe this, Cupid is no longer an Ar¬ 
cher his glory (hall be ours, for wee are the onely loue- 
ads, goe in with me,and I will tell you my drift. Exit. 
Enter lohn and H orach to, 

loh. It is fo, the Count Claudio (hal marry the daugh¬ 
ter off. eonato. 

Bora. Yea my Lord,but I can croffe it. 

John. Any barre, any erode, any impediment,will be 
medicinable to me, I am ficke in difpleafure to him, and 
whatfoeuet comes athwart his affedtion, ranges cuenly 
with mine, how canft thou croffe this marriage ? 

Bor. Not honeftly my Lord, but locouertly, that no 

diffionefty (hall appeare in me. 

John. Shew me breefely how. 

"Bor. I thinke I told your Lordfhip a ycere fince.how 
tnuchl am in the fauour of Margaret, the waiting gentle¬ 
woman to Hero. 

Iehn. I remember. 

Bor. I can at any vnfcafonable inftantof the night, 
appoint her to look out at her Ladies chamber window. 

John. What life is in that,to be the death of this mar¬ 
riage? 

Bor. The poyfon of that lies in you to temper, goe 
you to the Prince your brother,fpare not to tell him,that 
hee hath wronged his Honor in marrying the renowned 
Qtudio, whofe eftimation do you mightily hold vp, to a 
contaminated ftale,fuch a one as Hero. 

John. Whatptoofe (hall I make of that? 

Bor. Proofe enough, to mifufe the Prince, t* vexe 
Claudio, to vndoe hero, and kill Leonato, looke you for a- 
ny other iffue? 

lokn. Onely to defpight them,I will endeauour any 
ling. 


th 


Bor, Goethen,findemeameetehowre, to draw on 
Pedro and the Count Qaudio alone, tell them that you 
know that Hero loues me, intend a kinde of zeale both 
the Prince and Clandto ( as in a loue of your brothers 


honor who hath made this match ) and his friends repu¬ 
tation, who is thus like to be cofen’d with the fcmblancc 
of a maid,that you haue difeouer'd thu$:chey will fcarce- 
ly beleeuethis without trialhoffcr them inftances which 
fhall beare no lcfle likelihood , than to Ice mee ot her 
chamber window,heare me call c JVlargaret, Hero; heare 
Margaret termc me Claudio , and bring them to fee this 
the very night before the intended wedding, for in the 
meane time, I will fo fafhion the matter, that Hero fhall 
be abfent,and there fhall appeare iuch feeming truths of 
Heroes difloyaltie> that icalouiie fhall be cal’d affurance , 
and all the preparation ouerthrowne. 

Iobria Grow this to what aducrie iffue it can y 1 will 
put it in pra&ife : be cunning in the working this , and 
thy fee is a thoufand ducates. 

Bor . Bcthou conrtanc in the accufation, and my cun¬ 
ning fhall not fhamc me. 

lobttm I will prefentlie goe lcarne their day ofmarri- 


agc. 


Exit* 


Enter Benedtcke alone . 

r Bene. B^y. 

Boy . Signior. 

Bene . In my chamber window lies a booke, bring it 
hither to me in the orchard. 

Boy . 1 am heere already fir. Exit. 

Bene . 1 know that, but 1 would haue thee hence, and 
heere againe. I doe much wonder, that one man feeing 
how much another man is a foole, when he dedicates his 
bchauiours to loue, will after hcc hath laught at fuch 
fhallow follies in others, become the argument of his 
owncfcorne, by falling in loue, & fuch a man is Claudio , 
I haue known when there was no mufickc with him but 
the drum and the fife , and now r had hee rather heare the 
taber and the pipe: I haue knowne when he would haue 
walkt ten mile afoot, to fee a good armor, and now will 
he lie ten nights awake caruing the falhion of a newdub- 
let: he was wont to fpeake plainc,& to the purpofe (like 
an honeft man & a louldier) and now is he turu’d ortho¬ 
graphy, his words arc a very faniafticall banquet, iuft fo 
many ftrange difhes : may 1 be fo conuertcd, & fee with 
thefeeyes? I cannot tell, 1 thinke not ; 1 will not bee 
fworne, but loue may transforme me to an oyfter,bu: He 
cake my oath on it, till he haue made an oyftcrcfme, he 
fhall ncucr make me fuch a foole: one woman is faire,yct 
I am well: another is wife,yet I am well: another vertu- 
ousj yet I am well : but till all graces be in one woman, 
one woman fhall not come in my grace: rich fhec fiiall 
be^hat’s certaine: wife,or lie none: vertuous,or lie ne~ 
uer cheapen her: faire,or lie neuer looke on herrmilde, 
or come not neere me: Noble, or not for an Angell: of 
good difeourfe: an excellent Mufitian,and her haire fhal 
be of what colour it pleafe God, hah ! the Prince and 
Monfieur Loue, I will hide me in the Arbor. 

Enter Prince^Leonato^C[audio, and lacks Wilfon. 

Prin . Come,fhall we heare this muficke? 

Claud* Yca my good Lord : how ftttl the cucning is. 
As hulht on purpofc to grace harmonic. 

trin. Sec you where Benedicks hath hid himfclfe? 

Clan. O very well my Lord:the muficke ended, 
Wee’ll fitthekid-foxewithapenny worth. 

prince* Come Balthafary^etW heart that fong again. 

Balth . O good my Lord,taxe not fo bad a voyce. 

To (lander muficke any more then once. 

Prin . It is the witnefle Ihll of excellency, 

To 





















































































